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No, Land of Hope and Bleming, No!

And we who wenr thy glorions ssmc,
Hhall we, like cravens, stand apant,
When those whom thou haet trasted, aim

The death-blow at thy geaerous heart?
Fouth goes the battle-ery, and lo!
Hlosts rise in haraess, shouting, No!

And they who founded, in our Jand,
The power that rules from sea 1o sew,
Hied they in vain, or vainly planned
To leave their country great and freel
Their sleeping nshes from below,
Send up the thrilling murmur, No!

Knit thoy the gentle ties which long
These sister Staten wera proud 10 wear, -
And forged the kindly links so wtrong,
For idle hands in sport Wb tear—
For scornful hands aside to throw?
No, by oar fathers’ memory, No!

Orar humming marts, our iron ways,
Olur wind-tossed woods on mountain crest,
The boarse Atlantie, with his bays,
The calm, woad Ocean of the West,
And Mississippi's tomeni-flow,
And load Ningara, answer, No!

Not yet the bour i migh, when they
Who deep in Ell's dim twilight sit,
Earh's ancient Kiogs, shall rise aad say,
“Proud country, welcome to the pit!
Eo soun art thou, like vs, brought low?™

No, sullen groop of shadows, No!

For now, bebold, the arm that gave
The victory in our fathers’ day,
Strong, as of old, to gnard and save—
That mighty arm which noae can stay —
Oin clowds above and fields below,
Writes, in men's sight, the amwer, No!

DEATH OF LYON.

He fell ns the brroes of Bonker Hill, of Yorkiows, of
Princetan, fell, ighting for the indepemdence, the Union
of hts conntry. The geanins of Colling seems Lo have been
tmspired by just such men as Gen, Lyon:—

“Hlow sleep the Lrave, who siak to rest,
By all their comniry’s wishes biless'J!
When Spring, with dewy fingers cold,
Retarns to deek their hallow'd monlil,
Hhe thers shall dress & sweeter sod
Than Faney's feet have ever trud.

“Ry fairy bands their kaell is rung;
By forms unseen their dirze o sung;
There Hones comes, & pilzrim gray,
To bless the tarf that wraps their clay;
' And Freedom shall awhile repair,

To dwell & weeping bermit thern!™
s

Select Trle,

THE IRISH SENTINEL.

AN INCIDENT OF GEN. BUTLER'S CANP.

BY LIEUT. M'CARTNEY.

«:Blarrinaigers! but it's tadions work,
this sogerin’ ! What the divil had I to
do with this Yaokee war, at all, at all,
whin by this time me and Nora McHart-
ney might have been married, and enjoy-
in’ the swaits of blessed love togither, and
aitin our mails iafplliue lndf qui]&u:?, ;ild
a fine prospect of a large family of chil-
dren ftlr’mud. u:—insmdd ':lf bein’ left ;
sorryin’ vargin widdy widoat me, an
me tnvull.i:q ap and down in these bar-
berons E:lln. loik & rampin® tigerin a
R cage. ad, it's very fointo be wearin’
B sojer’s uniform, and shoulderin’ s masket,

- and be called a son of glory; but it’s very

tadient to the legs of us; and the divil on-

Iy knows when I may be shot while 1'm

measurin’ the darkness hers thres feet at

atime! Musha, bad luck to the SBonth-

h erners ! and glory be to goodnesa when
they give ns a chance to fight I

Bo soliloquized Tom O’Brien, as he

strode his round at night—one of the ad-
vance ph':eu—wmywithwntehing and
leaves in a grove near by, cans-
ed him to start and peer into the dark-
nppondhu intruder; and as often would he
put his wes O in, impatiently,
[ w3 e
of his lonely sentinelship.

0, I coold take a spy now, and
et worries ms, bat
be made a corpor

At this moment 8t. Patrick seemed to
smile on Tom O’Brien, for he saw & dark
_musket was lovelled in an instant.

*“Glory I" he muttersd. **That’s one

“It am me, massa,” replied an uamis-
takable African voice. = e

*T’s only one of dem contrabans, mes-
sa,” replied the slave, harriedly spprosch-

“Y#'re my pris'ner, yo black divil | —
Do ye'mind that, now Btop thers, till
musket.

“0, massa!” implored the slave, “dis
gib you some "talligence de seceshers.
Yonril’nlgwim l.o'h'n.ug::nfm dat, sm

1 the dawn of dsy. Every ras-
thﬂﬁf y very
noss, and level his musket ready for some
incident to relieve the
.
carry bim in to Gineral B a prison-
i I’d%ikuo
.l.ll
form emerging from among thetrees. His
of them. Who goes there 1™
*“Are ye a nsiger? Bpaik I
" ing, and going upon his knese.
lﬂow!’cbr_aiumwilthhndly
child am only & contraban. I's cum to
“Pa lmmu

tion! Getup, yoblack fach, and toll me

the *‘seceshers,” and who daily made se-
cret observations of the camp, and gave
informastion to his empl The arms
wereto be distributed among a rabble from
Baltimore and the surrounding country,
and they were to take advantage of the
first opportunity to make a sadden mid-
pight onslaught upon the troope outside
of the fort, kill ss many as they could,
then as best they might. If Tom
would go with him, be would show the
bouse, sud he might captare the old man,

with a bag of dollars, which had

- begn left with him for ‘‘sscesh” purposes.

All of which would be a good thing for
““massa i

Tomx revolved the chances rapidly in
his mind. - If ho forsook his post it wonld
be a great offonce; but if he captured the
old man and bronght in a nigger, too, be-
sides giving exact and important informa-
tion leading to the eaptare of a thousand
stand of arms, he would not only be par-
doned, but promoted—and there was an-
other- material consideration, personal to
himself exclusively.

“W hisper, ye black blackgnard. Fe're
sure about the lag of dollars 2

*“T'rue as preachin’, massa,”

“Not another word ont of yer ng‘ly
mouth. I'll go wid ye! Bat mind, if
ye're playin’ me a naigar trick, I'll blow
ye to ould Satan himself, the father of all
naigars.”

And he followeil the slave in the dark.
Over fields, meadows, feneces, crooked
paths and high woods they went, till Tom
was not only bewildered but impatient,
and frequently menaced his guide, and
swore he bad *‘thravelled more than tin
miles already;” but suddenly they struck
a high road, and near by loomed up an
ancient, ricketty tenement, half hidden by
neighboring trees. .

“Is that the shanty 7" whispered Tom.

“Yes, massa, yah, vah " answered the
slave, londly laughing.

“Howld yer whist, ye woolly-headed
snake, or I'll murder ! who’s this?"

Our Irish sentinel found himselfsndden-
ly in the strong, unsavory arms of about
a dozen slaves, overpowered after 8 brief,
fierce stroggle, bound, and only free to
nse his tongne, which he did use with
much volubility, heaping especial curses
on his betrayer.

“I’se gwine to call massa Kemplin
now,” replied theslave, showing his teeth,
“and yo may cnsa him if ye like. Dis
child spees (o get his freelom for dis.
Massa told me so,””

The prisoner. was carried into the old
house, which was evidently sect apart as
an abode for slaves; while the slave har-
ried away to his master’s house, and soon
came back with him. i

The slave-owner entered the apartment
whereths pinioned soldier Iay on thefloor,
and a fiendish look of exultant hate was
on his face, as he upon the loyal
captive; Sam, with a look of hope, stan-
ding by his master’s side.

“Bo,” sneered Kemplin, bitterly, “yon
are caught, my gay bird, are yon 7"

“Don't yo see I am, ye darned fool ?"
retorted Tom, defisntly, while Sam rolled
up his eyes in horror at such sudacity.

“And more shame for yecs, ye naigar-
dhrivin’, murdherin’; saffron-colored thail
of the world! O, wud ye dare lo give
me fair play, and furnish me wid a big
stick ? May be I wouldn’t thry the sound-
ness of the bones of the whole of ye—bad
lnck to the rebels, say 11"

“Yon'll have littlo more to say in this
world,” réplied Kemplin, ssvagely. “I'll
hang yon in the morning, as sure as God's
sun rises over thess trecs. I have sworn
it.”

And he uttered 'a horrible oath, while
he gnashed his teeth with rage and impa-
tience.

*Yon'vo sworn it, hey 7 O, then it’s
the pious man like that will be fter
kapin’ his  oath. And may be ye'd be
tellin’ a poor felly like me what for ye
swore it, seein’ I've a shlight interest in
that matter mesell.”

“QOne of yoar d—d Yankee vagabonds
shot & brother of mine in Baltimore, and

every word ye know, or I'll be after mak-

God grant you may ot be the last. You
mdﬁpmﬂ{llm'folnnnﬁe,
you hireling dog of the Union.” [

swats temper

he home and prepared himself for
m;ming'i murder by getting beastly

Just before be deﬁ:rted. Sam stepped
up to him outside the house and asked
him when he shoul have his freedom, sc-
cording to promise, if he succeeded in
making a ecapture.

“You rascal, never | Yon'd be off and
join the Yankees, would yoo ? Mention it
sgain, and I'll have you flayed alive and
pickeled. Remember I
_ Bam at the threat and the fraud,
and shook his head angrily as his master's
steps faded from hearing.

He took his station at the door of the
shed, however, armed with O'Brien’s
masket, while the other slaves went lo
bed for the night.

“I been done a wicked thing,”” he mut-
tored, sulkily. *SBam, you ugly niggah,

won't do it Bam | I won’t do it.”’

*“What are you blatherin’ abont "
asked O’Brien, overhearing him.

Bam went into the shed, where a tallow
candlo had been left buraing for him to
watch by.

“Don’t make such a noise,” whispered
Sam, approaching the naked prisoner.
“Massa’s turned Tark upon his chile. 1
ax him when he would free me, canse 1
been gone and tuk yon, and he say nebber.
I'll run off. I’se gwine. I won’t stay.

I'se sorry I brought you here, massa sojer. | ag

I’se reel sorry.”

“Thin—whist, Sam !—unfasten me,
and we'll go together, my honey, and I'll
pardon yon for desavin’ me. Are the
other nagars aslaip 7’

Bam put his fingers on his lips, and
nodded affirmatively.

“Strip off yer rags, then. Yo may put
on my sojer clothes—there in that corner
—ye won't ?7—ye must. "1'll not be shot
at for a rebel, if they follow us. DBlack
mo face wid a little shmut. Bako anagar
of meintirely. Do it! DBy the powers,
if ye don’t, I’ll call up tha nigs, and tell
them ye’re about to run awsy.”

This threat worked like magic. Both
were soon encased in each other’s clothes,
and Sam fonnd some black paint with
which he smeared Tom"s face liberally, so
that the approaching dawn might be less
liable to betray bis origin.

“Now,” whis, Tom, seizing the
musket, with a sly wink, “Battaiiion, at-
tenshun ! Forward, march !"

And off they started in the direction
from which they had wandered a few
hours before. It was still pitch dark, and
half the distance had been accomplished,
as they entered upon a cross-road, when
suddenly they saw a dim figure of a man
some two rods ahead, coming toward
them.

The fignre halted. Bo did Tom, who
was in front of 8am, whom he caused to
stand np eloss to his back, that if the
stranger approached, the uniform might
not be seen.

“Who goes there? Anawer or I'll
fire !" said the slranger, and the cocking
of a pistol was heard.

At Tom’s direction, Sam answered ov-
er his shoalder:

“V’se Colonel Kemplin's boy, Sam.
I’se gwine on an arrant.”

The stranger, sceing but one, neared
them.

“Ain’t you running off to join the
Yaukees, you rascal?"’ asked the stranger.
“I donbt your story. ‘Where are you
going 1"

“To the divil, if he loiks,” cried O’-
Brien. “And what are yees afther, yer-
self, prowlin’ about like a eat huntin” her
lover? Answerme, Tom O'Brien, or I'll
put a gueer bullet troo yer ribs I”

“An Irish nigger " cried the other,
amazed. *“Where are you from?”

“Don't be too inquisitive, yo spalpeen!
Sarrendher to an officer of his majesty
Gineral Butler, commandher of Fort
Moaroe, or—"" -

A shot from the stranger’s pistol was
the only answer to the summons.

Sam and at the same moment
Tom fired, and the stranger fell dead in

the road. , -
*“Are yo burted ?** inquired O'Brien of

Bam.
“No, masss, i” Qried Bam,
ingly. ”mw':owiliuh.
Dis am de fost time dis chile ebber went

l"

you! You been done a wicked thing. I|P

For sare I shall drap. 1'se tired.”

“Forward, or I’ll have ye hanged ye
baste, for sedoocin’ a sentinel from his
post, whin the precious lives of the whole
camp depinded upon him. Forward!
Won't ye go—will ye ?”

With sundry thumps in his side, Sam
was at last aded to set off in an easy
trot, which in sooth was an easy one, for
he was a herculean negro, though not over
fondof:m;lwork Anhnsa;:erm.k;l:e
strange looking pair passed pickets,
and entered tbagel:np A= s00n a8 it was
known who they were—Tom having giv-
en a graphic relation of his adventures
during the night—yells of langhter greet-
ed them on all sides; and in a short time
the sentinel and his “contraband’” werein
the presence of Gen. Batler, whosa efforts
at stern gravity were unavailing, as he
beard O’Brien’s lan le story, and
scrutinized the unconth appesrance of the
air.

“You’ve had a hard night of it, O'Bri-
en,” said the General, “and a narrow
escape, which should prove a warning to
you not to desert your post sgain, under
any consideration. You haveslain a spy,
as these docnments clearly prove. For
this service, I pardon your disregard of
duty. Theso letters cootain important
intelligence. Go now, and clean your
face, put on your uniform, end then re-
port to me. And mind, O'Brien—never
let me hear of you leaving your post
ln."
+Long lifo to yer honor, I never will."”

In a short time a vacancy occurred, and
Tom O’Brien was promoted to the rank

of Corporal.
An Incident in the Life of Major Ben.
MeCulloch

A Philadelphia paper gives the follow-
ing incident in theplil'a of Ben. McCul-
loch, of Texas:

In December, 1842, a smsall band of
brave men-belonging to the then Inde-
pendent Republic of Texas, were ordered
by that Government to proceed to the
Rio Grande, and there protect the citi-
zons of the Republic from the forays of
tho Mexicans, and to retaliate for the inja-
ries and insnlts so long endured by them.
The command was nnder Gen. Somer-
ville, and nt the town of Laredo number-
ed in all about 900.

This town, althongh within and be-
longing to the Republic of Texas, had for
some time been in the possession of the
Mexicsn tr . - Laredo was retaken
with bot trifling resistance. The com-
mand wss then divided, and abount 600
men marched upon and eaptared the town
of Guerrero, within the Republic of Mex-
ico. A retreat was then ordered, snd the
detachment retired within the confines of
their own Repaublic, where the command
was again divided, and about 300 men,
under Col. Fisher, withdrew, and by spe-
cial agreement, marched vpon the town
of Mier. The town was captured, and a
contribution levied for the support of the
detachment.

A day or two ela befors the con-
tribution eould be delivered, during which
interval the Mexican army, numbering
3,000 men, under the ¢ommand of Gen.
Ampudis, arrived, and prevented the de-
livery of the contribations. Detachments
Hfrom the Texan band had made forays
into the adjoining meighborhood, and
seized upon and recovered asssssments of
horses, mules, &c., from the farmers.
These were needed for the defense and es-
cape of the band from the Mexican army.
On the evening of the 25th of Decomber,
when the men were formed for marching
the second time upon the town of Mier,
where the Mexican army was then sta-
tioned, inquiries were made for the par-
ties who had secured the horses and mules

 Peale, Henry K. Strong, Henry M. Fuller,

Missouri will yet & eenotaph raive
On the field where vour soldier fell, |
Every column of which will atier his praise— |
Every arch his gloties swell, {

But neither Siate, whether East or West,
Can the fame of the soldier contain;

For that 1s 2s wide as the Union blew,
lie so nobly died to maintain,

Alns! for Connectiont! nevertheless !
Procure bim the Antiqus Urn, |
And rest thee asared, in thy Stare’s distress |
Miwoarians desply moarn. — %, Lowis Ilemecral. |

g |
“NO! NOT MUCH!" |
THE DYING WORDS OF LYON.

*“No! Not moch!™ onr brave, herore Lyon said—

Another wound, another life—no more

To foliow heres who have gone before,
To swell the list of shining names, the dead
Wha've foand apon the field & gory bed.

Now from Atlantic to Pacific’s shore

Pass en the words, amid onr eannon’s rear—
In every loyal print let them be read.

The nation's haast will cherish Lyon's name;
From Califoruia shall the echo come—

Prepare the lssrel wreath, and shoot the fame
Of him whose course was only but begun!

Hut what are deathless homors pnid to sech?

A mourning nation answers, *No! Not mmch!™

The Dead of 1860.

Pausiog on the threshhold of the new
year, we cast a glance backward at the
roll of names of those distinguished in the
various pursaits of life, who

Fear no more tho heat of the sun,
Nor the forions winter rages ;
They their earthly task have done.

Natarally we turn first to the losses felt
more immediately in our vicinity; from
among the number of those who celebrat-
ed Christmas in 1859, and enjoyed the
festivities of the opening of the new year,
the following well-known names have dis-
appeared: Henry D. Gilpin, Lewis C.
Levin, Judge Joel Jones, Rembrandt

John Binns, Jobn F. Watson, Judge
Sargeant, Wm. B. Foster, Judge Wm.
F. Browne—all of whom, in the domain
of literature, Iulitiu, science, art or active
business, held bigh places.

Among the Philadelphia clergy there
have been an unnsusl nomber of deaths.
The Roman Catholic Church lost Bishop
Neumann and Rev. Drs. Ryder and Blox;
the varions branches of the Preshytorian
Charch lost Rev. George Chandler, Rev.
Wm. Neill and Rav. Thos. 1. Beveridge.

In the political world of the United
States there have been many losses.
Among them: we note: Hon. John Nelson
of Maryland; Hon. C. J. Ingersoll of Now
Hsven; Hon. D, A. Bokee, Gov. Willard,
of Indiana; Gov. Tazewell of Virginia;
Gov, Bissell of Illinois; Hon. W. C.
Preston of South Carolina; Hon. 8. D.
Ingham, Hon. J. M. Davidson, of Ten-
nessee; Hon. B. G. Martin of Alabama;
Judge Boucher of Ohio; C. G. Eastman
of Vermont; Hon, Benj. Cowell of Rhode
Island, and the following Pennsylvaaia
celebrities: W. C. A. Lawrence, John
Swarts, John Gilbrath, Joseph Fry,
State Benator Nunemacher, SBamuel D.
Patterson.

The United States has suffered the fol-
lo'in{wliunry losses: Thomas F. Gor-
don, the legal anthor; J. K. Paulding, S.
G. Goodrich, (“Peter Parley’’), and the
Rev. J. H. Ingraham. Of those famous
in our legal arena, we note Judge Peter
V. Daaiel of the Bopreme Court, Judge
8. Beardsley of New York, and the ven-
erable George Grifin of New York.
Daniel Fanshaw and Benjamin Levy, two
well-known printers publishers, the
first of New York and the latter of Now
Orleans, are also among the dead. The
vencrable Joseph Gales of the National
Intelligencer deceased in 1860.

At the head of the roll of military men,
we place General William Walker as the
best known. The army of the United
States has lost Generals Jessup, Planche
and Robert Butler—the Iatter Jackson’s
ﬂr{im“ st New Orleans—Major Gaines

Msjor Ormsby, who was killed in »
dmv-lhym fray with the Indians in Uarson
o addition to the death of Peale notic-
ed above, wo recall the landsca inter,
Joshaa, and the venerable Charf;ﬁ:m.
&m(:lsgm- he s w-prnuh e

i the list compri
Theodors Parker, J, Addison Alexsader,

Cranmore Wallacs, W. C. Brownles, || be has never learned the
Dr. Proudfit, Arehibald Maclsy, Cort- g":ﬂ"-'“#"“,ﬁ,f..wi,q.h,
landt Van Remmelser. The scientiic|pioct. of the Kose, that thiif may
world has lost Prof. James P. Espy, of| s oing” Sach are the brief, too brief,
Cincinnati, and Prof. Champin outlines man who has so recently
tbe dental author, of 3 d, come forwsrd to vindicste the manhood of
Amosg the prominent deaths in the| ., wo.wh
U-,ibdﬂlﬁhﬂti—!”-.h;‘ Col. L. has a sister in Rome, who is the
who died i Nom Yorks M., . Gould. (1 ot e thees Aseionn: Tl
, .':.- - |in Rome at present as sculptors.
'M?: hﬂmmml&
: e e e et of oqn ot
S Wiliam 010 bochelor.
comedisn, sndT. D. Rice| T, Recorders of Battls—Give special
lesser renown; n.wht: attention to Namber Won.
York,| A Lyiog Extra—Extra Billy Smith.
. d¢ 18| 1y Tend of Promise—McClel-Lasd.

| large

pier, Herbert Ingraham, of the London
News, Judge Haliburton, Lady Byron;
(whose celebrity, however, would have

| been but as a farthing rush-light, had she

not been the wife of the author of “Childe
Harold,”) Col. Maure, the geographer.

The old world has suffered but few sei-
entific losses—the principal death being
that of Sir C. Barry, the English archi-
tect, and Joseph Locke, the British engi-
neer. Of musical composers, we observe
Jullien, W. Schroder Devrient, L. Ricei,
the former being the most familiar name
to American ears.

Considering the wars which have been
waged in the old world doring the past
year, the military roll of deaths is not
. Bir Charles Napior and Lord
Dundonald head the list, which also con-
tains the name of General Pimodan of
Italy, Sir George S8impson and Gen. Sir
H. Smith of East Indian renown.

It is placing royalty rather far down in
the list to speak of them here, but we
have neglected them only to recall the
names of those who became famons
through their own personal merits. Of
the kings and other persons of high sta-
tion, deceased during the year, we enu-
merate: The Tycoon of Japan, Prince
Jerome Bonaparte, the Grand Duke of
Machlenbarg-Strelitz, the Grand Duchess
Btephanie of Baden, the Count of Syra-
case, the Shah of Persia, Prince Czarto-
riski, of Russia, the Doke de Terceira, of
Portogal, and the Earl of Aberdeen.—
Philadelphia Bulletin.

Col. Lander—a Deacription of Him.

The Cincinnati Commercial publishes
the following sketch of Col. Lauder, Mr.
Potter's second in the diffienlty with Mr.
Ptvor, and a prominent officer of Gen.
McClellaw’s staff. It is an extract from
a private letter from Washington :

Col. F. W. Lander, is an old friend of
mine, and he is no chicken, I assare you.
His life has been an eventful one. He
has far more Presidential material in him
than a dozen Fremonts. Col. Lander is
a native of Salem, Mass., and is a de-
scendant of one of the oldest and weal-
thiest families of that town. Hestands 6
feet 2 inches in height—weighs over 200
lbs. He is a better made man physically,
than John C. Heenan, the Benicia Boy.
When I saw him last, he had not an oonce
of spare flesh on him—all bone and maus-
cle. He has a good education, and is a
powerfal writer in prose and verse, for I
have seen both. After he graduated at
College, he turned his attention to
civil engincering, and was employed in
building or rather laying ont most of the
New England Railroads; After which
he went to Washington, where his services
were secured by onr Govetnment to accom-
pany Gov. Stevers’ expedition from Bt.
Paul to Oregon, on what was called the
Northern route for a railroad. He acted
as engineer and advance guard for that
expedition, to the Pacific. After their
arrival on the Pacific in Oregon, Gov.
Stevens thought proper, for some trifling
cause, to pick a quarrel with Lander,
which was finally settled without s duel.
After which, Col. Lander selected seven
men to accompany him to the States.
They struck as near as they could, a bee-
line for Utah Territory. On ruuhini:in
chain of the Rocky Mountains, Col. Lan-
der encountered one of the largest of the
known grizzly bears, and dispatched him
single-handed, with one of Cold’s six
shooters ; in fact, he discharged twelve
balls into him before old grizsly surren-
dered, %
Col. Lander escsped without receiving
even & scralch, snd from that day to this
be has been familiarly known among his
friends as “Old Grizzly.”” He reached
Utah Territory with only three men of
the seven he started with from Oregon.
From Utah he came to the States, w
heremsined, and mueh of histime in
i ontil our army were order-
ed to march for the home of Brigham

Young and his apostles.
Col. Lander was to construct
the road in advance of our army,

Ehe niver hehl up ber blue eyes to his face;
An’ whin I'd be eoying, be'd look but the wilder,
An’sny, would | wish for the counthry’s disgrace?

&hhﬁhhhpt.n'—-*gmuu.
M’Mlhllcwidulndm‘qu.

o n'uhnlh--ﬂhmh-sahmu.
An'-hllupumi;hul.hhmnmhy

An’say will he sind me a bit av his mosey,
For the rint, an’ the docthos's bill, doe in & week!
Well, varely, theres tears on yer syolashes, honey
Ab! fuith, I've no right wid sach fresdom to speak

Ye're overmuch thrifling— 111 sot give yo throabie;
17 find some oae willin"—oh' what can it be?

What's that in the newspaper folded sp double?
Yer honor—den’t bide it—but rade it 1o me.

What! Patrick O'Connor?—no, no, it's some sther;
Dend! dead'—so, not him—"tis & week scarce gone by;

Dead! dead!—why, the kiss on the chake sv his mother—
Ithasn't bad time yet, yer bonor, 1o dry.

Don't tell me—it's not him—O0, Ged! am | crazy?
Ebot dead!—ob! for love of rwate Heaven, sy no!
An’ whatTi [ do in the world wid poor Duiayl
0! how will I hvel an’ 0! wheve will I go?

The room is 10 dark—F'm not seein’, yew honoe;
I—thmk—I"ll go home ;— uad u sob, quick and dry,
Came shasp from the bosom of Mary O'Coaner,
Bat never a tear-drop welisd up to ber eye.

[From the Richmond Broadaxe.]
A BRemarkable Vision.

A friend of ours has handed ns, for
publication, a copy the vision of Jossph
Hoag, well known as & Minister of
Society of Friends, and a man of emineat
piety and usefulness. The copy farnish-
ed uns has been in the possession of Joshaa
Jeffries, s worthy member of the same
Society, for many years, and is undoubt-
edly aathentic. The article was pablish-
ed shortly after the date of the vision,
but at that time was only a a
mere chimera of an excited brain. Bat
sincs its striking folilment in many im-
portant particalars, it is y viewad
as an evidence that the author was gifted
w.i:h smm bordering on the super-
nataral :

VISION OF JOSEPH HOAG.

the most solomn I ever remember to have
witnessed, for sll my facuities were Isid:
low and unusaally broaght into silence.
I said to wmysell, what can all this mean?
I don't remember ever befors to have beea
sensible of such feelings ; and I heard ».
vioce from Heaven saying: *This that
thou sces’t, that dims i of the -
sun, is & sign of the present and fature
times. 1 took the fathers of this country.
from the land of oppression ; I planted.
them here among the forest; I blessed
sustained them, and while they were hum-
ble I fed them, and became »- pau-
\pec IM t humheo:
proud ifted op and forgotten me w
noorished and protected them in the wil-
derness, and are ing into.
abominstion and evil i
theoldwnﬂqwu;nimhn
dividing spirit to
Lift up &?;q.
saw them dividing
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